SONG: Prologue (1-88) - CAROLYN AND .lAr.KIF 

“Alt I Need is the Girl” (from Gypsy) 

Pretend we’re on stage at the Orpheum, 

House lights have just gone down. 

Stage lights come up, and I spot the audience! 

This is Stafford’s mansion, 

Home to father and son, 

Wife and lovely ward, foundling gal but much adored, 

Now’s she’s grown and gorgeous, pops and junior are hopeless, 

Whole house up in arms over her girlish charms 

Skin like milk, legs for days, she’s got their hearts all ablaze. 

Hello, ladies and gentlemen! 

Welcome to Casina, or: Forgiveness, or: A Stratagem Defeated 
Performed by the multiply lauded company 
Full of seasoned, celebrated stage stars 
And a troupe of tomorrow’s top troubadours 

And here they are, tonight’s performers! 

^As he speaks - fairly quickly- the actors move about to illustrate what he’s saying) 

Gloria and Cleveland Stafford are husband and wife 

Living next door to Collis and Coco Popkins 

They take care of a beautiful young girl Marguerite (ding) 

Cleveland and their son Cleveland Junior both fell in “love” with the girl 
So Cleveland sent Junior off on a trip 
Gloria wants Marguerite (ding) 

To marry the butler Cal, while they wait for Junior to get home. 

But Cleveland senior wants Marguerite (ding) 

To marry the farmer, Buster, so that they can both have a little fun. 

Without further ado 
We give you, Casina! 

EVERYONE: Got their plans made, got their traps laid, 

All to catch one little girl. 

Gfot their allies, got their hopes high, 
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Got the whip and the bit. they’re mad to mount her 
Both of them dying for one sweet encounter 

Too bad for the boy, dad sent him off on a world tour, 
But too bad dad: your wife’s in the know, 
she'll rein you in despite all your best-laid schemes, 
There's no way you’re getting that girl! 


Act I (89-143) 

Scene 1 

BUSTER: Now see here, can’t a feller even do his business without your constant 
witnessification? Why are you hounding me, you soft-soled, dandy-toed, lily-livered peacock?! 

CAL: Because I have been charged with the task of, as you say, hounding you. I will be as 
your shadow. Follow you I shall! You do the maths! You shan’t have Marguerite as your 
bride, no matter what impudent skullduggery you contrive! 

BUSTER: Git to the 'gotiatoring! 

CAL: What did you say? Such cheek! Why are you slinking around Nob Hill, you 
potato-sacked illiterate? 

BUSTER: A man heeds his own inclinations! 

CAL: Why aren’t you on the Farm? Why don’t you stick to your own...turf? Keep to your nags, 
sir! Tend to your enchanted broccoli garden! Abstain from cosmopolitan concerns! Keep your 
meat-mitts off my filly! HieHigh thee home and hang...my good man. 

BUSTER: I ain’t forgot my officiations! 01’ Zeke’s tending things. If I get, what’n I came here 
for, namely, to wed that fancy gal what’s got your longjohns all in a twist: Marguerite-ankles 
like fine China, cheeks like Californie poppy-1 aim to trot her down to the farmthe El Camino- 
way and you’ll never see me or my gold nuggetus again! 

CAL: You? Her?M’d sooner-drown-myself in the BaylU 

H 

BUSTER: She’s my gold nugget! So start fillin^ yer pockets with rocks'll 

CAL: Your gold nugget? The only nuggets you handle come from a pony’s posterior! 

BUSTER; You’ll see how these 'ventualities’ll turn outlH 

II 
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GAL; PGppy(3oek!1} 

H 

BUSTER: Our nuptials will set you twisting: there’ll be excruciations seven ways to Sunday! 
CAL: What do you intend? 

BUSTER: What do I intend? Firstwise, your brand will be swingin’ cold, while I poke that filly 
my red-hot iron. Then I’ll have the bossman set you under me. I’ll make your hat a pail for 
hogslop, your jacket a mop for the stalls, your shiny shoes a shovel for shit. And whatever you 
don’t shovel I’ll shove up your ass. I’ll bend you over my finest horse’s posterior and use you 
like a saddle, ’ll 
H 

GALr Is that so, pray tell?tl 

!f 

BUSTER: You bet your britches! When you pass the eucalyptus groves, your ears’ll burn and 
you’ll hear her cry: “oh my darling, oh my honeybee, oh my Fourth of July, show me your 
Roman candle! Let me give blinky a big wet kiss. Sow your wild oats, fill my feedbag! Make 
me go ooh !a !a, mon cheri {mispronounce French horribly)\ Oh, my hummingbird! My horny 
toad! Oh, my jackalope!’’ Oh, she’ll yowl like a coyote-bitch in heat! And you, you hang-dog, 
you’l! be !ying awake, scratichin’ in your bedroil, gnawin on your own bone! Now, lest you offer 
your typical remonsterations, it’s nigh-time to redirect my personage intowards. I’ll 
countenance none of your Nob Hill lip-gammin’! 

He goes inside, and Cal, following him, calls out: 

CAL: Lip-gamming?! I’ll plug up your toothless-talk with my, with my...!!! 

They are both gone. 

Act II (144-216) 

Scene 2 

EMGEE: Ladies and gentlemen; the Women of Nob HillIH 
Gloria and Kitty enter. 


SONG 2: 

“t-le Had it Coming” (from Chicago) 

GLORIA and KITTY: 

Big! Fat! Foo!! Greedy! Gluttonous! Stafford! 
Big! Fat! Fool! Greedy! Gluttonous! Stafford! 
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He’s got it coming, He's got coming, 

I’m going to starve that bastard out, 

I'll have him hungry, I’ll have him begging, 
He’ll feel my fury, that filthy lout. 

Big! Fat! Fool! Greedy! Gluttonous! Stafford! 


GLORIA: Lock it up, girls, and look out, because he’ll try the backdoor, too! I want this pantry 
sealed up tight. The breadbox shall be closed to all comers, and I don’t want him dipping in 
the honeypot! 

KITTY: But the mister has a mighty big appetite on this day of days. 

Coco enters. 

COCO: Hell-o-oooo, it’s Coco! 

GLORIA Oh, hello. Coco. 

COCO: Oh no, tell Coco what da matter. 

GLORIA: Our domestic life is not particularly Elysian. 

COCO: Oh I’m sure the doctor can get you something for that. 

GLORIA: My husband has offended my honor and I demand satisfaction. 

COCO: That’s rich, shouldn’t it be the man that wants satisfaction? 

GLORIA: Oh, he does, just not from me. It’s my new maid. That’s why he’s try to marry her off 
to his handyman, Buster, so she can be his handy woman. 

COCO: Aw, honey, that’s not a problem! A good marriage is built on sharing. And come on, 
we all know men are dogs, let him scratch his fleas, so long as he keeps you in the minks! 

GLORIA: Well, I never! The temerity, how vulgar, how intemperate, how Californian! 

COCO: If you want him to be hard for you, you shouldn’t be hard on him! 

GLORIA and KITTY: 

Big! Fat! Fool! Greedy! Gluttonous! Stafford! 
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GLORIA: 

Me disrespects me, and he rejects me, 
And he’s out to bang the ward. 


COCO: 

But if you mock him, if you cock-block him. 
You’ll only end up the more ignored. 

GLORIA and KITTY: 

A filthy lout, lout, lout, lout, lout! 

A filthy lout, lout, lout, lout, lout! 


T& ^ic-ur. 

COCO: Forsooth, I’ll vanish myself! Towards home I walk my feet! 


fte’s got it coming, He’s got coming, 

I’m gonna stop him in his tracks 

His coals are stoking, his stack is smoking. 

But it’s the end of your line, you cad. 

ccFT 

GLORIA: My husband’s coming for me! 
COCO: See! Things are already looking up! 
GLORIA: Quiet, you! 


Scene 3 
(217-228) 

Cleveland Stafford composes a song for his love, Marguerite... poorly. 

tCLEVELAI^:|L ove I believe all things exceeds- ^ 

Even gold with its gleam and shine with its sheen. 

And it’s not possible anything to recall 

With the same kind of zing or the same bada-bing. 

I am so flabbergasted that cooks who use spicesff 
neglect this spice that, alone, .suffices 

A melange of amour is a hit with the masses!^ 

it turns brrrrine into wine and grrrrrrrime . . .. to molassesilf 
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I know this myself—no hearsay about it. 

For I love Marguerite, look at me, can you doubt It! 

My shine is the.77-(//?/n/(/ng) shine of a nugget of gold, if 
And I'm drenohed'head to toe In the finest colognelH 


With splendidest ointment, myself I anoint!'^ 

And she likes it too, even more to the po’mU winks). 


But the wife has me tied to the tracks! Alas! STA<r€. 

There she stands, the ole battle axe! 


I’ll try to meet her vinegar with honey. 

vP srAfRC 

0foria^rft^rs. 


(CLEVELANDilM v honey dearest, light of my life! 


GLORIA: Don't touch me. 

[CLEVELAND:] Come on, Ophelia, don’t be so cold to your Romeo! (Grabs her) Whither goest 
thee? 


GLORIA: Hands off! 

[CLEVELAND^ l Tarry but a while! 

GLORIA: I’m not'tarrying’vlf 

H 

CLEVELAND-Til follow theevli 
If 

GLORIA: Are you crazy?tf 

II 

CLEVELAND"-Crazy? Crazy-in love.'ff 

H 

GLORIA: -I won't give in to you^ 

If 

CLEVELAND- Don't leave me this way. (sings)^ 
If 

GLORIA: You're killing me. 

^Cleveland! (aside) Goddamn wish I could! 
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GLORIA: {overhearing him) That I believe. 


I CLEVELAND-l oh come on, my little cardinal, look at me. 

GLORIA: {turning around with sarcasm) Sure thing, my little woodpecker, {pause) What's that 
smell? Is that perfume? 

\CLEVELA NDi^a.«?/Wfi trying to wipe offcoiogne): End of the line! Damn that Old Spicemonger! 
He told me it was Royal Musk. 

GLORIA: You dirty old wasp, if I weren’t a lady. I’d railroad you proper! Are you taking lessons 
from the Man-Your-Man-Could-Smell-Like? 


Hey I was just in the room when my friend was spraying all over the place. 

GLORIA:(as/c/e) He’s quick off the mark, {to CLEVELAND) Do you ever feel guilty about 
anything? 


|CLEVELAND^ Whatever you say! 

GLORIA: What opium den have you been haunting, hop-head? 
j CLEVELANpT - Me? A Stafford in an opium den? Darling. 

GLORIA: I know more than you think. 

[CLEVELANdL- What?! What do you know? 

GLORIA: Of all the hopped up, nouveaux riches, fool old men, you’re the worst, you bloody 
Berlusconi! What bunga bunga party were you at? How many shots of absinthe? God you’re 
drunk. Look at the state of your tails! 

(CLEVELANDJ God strike me down if I’ve set foot in a saloon today 

GLORIA: Whatever. Drink, eat, whore, whatever, you’ll just be taking money out of Cleveland 
Jr’s pockets. 

[cleVELa F^ Woman, are you hysterical? Is your womb on the wander? If you use up your 
insults right now, we’ll just be one of those couples who don’t talk to each other at dinner 
tonight. Calm down and do what I say. 

GLORIA: Do what you say about what? 


(cleveIand 
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(cLEVELAf^ About Marguerite, of course. It’s time we made our ward a wife. She belongs 
with Buster; he’ll give her everything she needs: food, warmth, wood a’plenty -- 
EVERYTHING. Why should we give her to your fancy pants butler with the hatstand up his 
ass. Every dime he gets he spends on waistcoats and cravats, and we all know Cal wasn’t 
well endowed to start with. 


GLORIA: Listen mister, I wear the skirts in this house! 


^C^LEVELANdI What’s that? 


GLORIA: Arranging marriages is woman’s work! 

I Cl FVFl ANlT7whv do you want to give her to that upstart butler? 


GLORIA: That upstart butler belongs to our only son, and when Jr. gets back. Marguerite can 
service them both. 

j CLEVELANPl I’m his only dad, and old men need more maintenance! 

GLORIA: My dear sir, you’re really kicking the hornets’ nest now. 

| CLEVELANDl (as/c/e) I think she’s on to me. {to Gloria) Me? 


GLORIA: Yes, you! Why do you care so-much? What’s in it for you?'[l 

•Tf 

GLEVELANDr'She BELONGS with a decent,-hard-working servant, not that good“for-nothing;1{ 

H 

GLORIA: What about if I talk Buster into it? Would you be OK with that? 

[CLE V ELAI^ What about if / talk the butler into giving her up? Leave it to me, toots. 

GLORIA: Fine. Let’s get them out here and see - I’ll get Cal, you get that Buster of yours. 
^CLEVELAN^ Sure. 

GLORIA: He’ll be here in a New York minute. We’ll see who will win. 


r" Gloria \ ^ 

rCLEVELAND: iOh titans of industry, tie her to the tracks! IL’o n o t my fau l t I ’m h o od over heels 
•4 ri lov e , a n d a l l oho want s- te -cte'is fuck w i th m e and make m y li f e'a-t r -a inwroe kt She’s on to me 
now. This is all part of her conniving, her webs of lies... that damn shrew! She’s backing that 
bastard butler! 
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Enter Cal 

ItcLEVELANP] (half aside) Oh Carnegie and Mellon, Rockefeller and Vanderbilt, smite him 
with a cable car! 

CAL: {irritated and sarcastic) You were calling for me. Sir? 
jCLEVELANDl Yes I was. 

CAL: (sarcastic) And what ever can I do for you. Monsieur? 

||CLEVELAND: |First, drop that tone. ir H- thc on e - w he' p a ys'yoorwage, (pauses) I’ve always 
liked you. Cal, you do well enough. 

CAL: (ironic) Is that so? If you like me so much, why don’t you give me some shares of 
Stafford Rail? 

[cLEV^LANDj l’d LIKE to. But I can’t if you’re not going to help me out now. 

CAL: Indeed, how can I help? 

lCLEVELAND? |Here’s the skinny: I promised Buster he could marry Marguerite. 

CAL: Oh what a pity! But ma’am has betrothed her to me. What a quandary... for you! 

VCLEVELAND:| Hold your fillies! Would you rather be a free-swinging Stafford stockholder or 
just a servant tied to the old ball and chain? Do you want to iron shirts forever? This is my 
final offer. Take it or leave it. 

CAL: Right now you keep me in cravats - if I were a stockholder. I’d have to buy them myself. 
I won’t give up Marguerite. 

(CLEVELAN D'J (angrily) Go and get my wife right now, and we’ll figure this out once and for all. 




CAL: The die shall be cast, sir ~ I will give my little pearl her namesake necklace on our 
wedding night. 
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fCLEVELANDl Get out of my sight. 

CAL: You may not like it, but you are going to see me again. 

Exit Cal 

)CLEVELAND: [l’m as low as a coal shoveller. Look at this; if my wife has talked Buster out of 
marrying Marguerite, I’m buggered. I’ll throw myself under a stallion. If not, there’s still some 
hope. Q e o d " Dust o r - o on his - way. 

BUSTER: {in the house) You’d sooner make a stew outa me than I’d give you what you want. 
ICLEVELAND: \fas/cfe’) Boy am I glad to hear that. He’s on my side. 

BUSTER; {in the house) I only have one mistress and that’s Our Lady. Go ahead and fire me! 
You know a mick in this town can get another job easily without your say-so. 

^CLEVELAND:] What’s going on Buster? Who are you arguing with? 

BUSTER: Who d’ya think? 

ICLEVELANPlA hah. my wife, the battleaxe. 

BUSTER; Oh you have a wife do you? You’re like a quarterback: day and night you’re playing 
the field. 

IcLEVELANDJ W hat’s she planning? What did she say to you? 

BUSTER: She's on her knees 
[CLEVELANDl Whatl? 

BUSTER: Trying to get me to abandon Marguerite 
g)LEVELAND!) So what did you say? 

BUSTER; Boss, I wouldn’t give her to the Pope himself. 

^IICLEVELAND:/fe onds and blessings upon you, my son! 

BUSTER: Now she’s so angry she’s foaming at the mouth. Your philanderiness is getting on 
my nerves. Your wife hates me, your son hates me, everyone hates me 
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GLEV^AND: S/what? As/long ^ this I^OFd of^KfrReHs-is ^n-youFsideryou’re ridin! 
elassyBlI-the w^!H 
H 

Bl^TERr HorserShifc Even/hat Roeker-^ller is gont]irf"die"9ome§jliy'; And w^n you do; I’m- 
g^ng to need ether friends 




amd\ Here’s what we’re gonna do. You and Cal will gamble for Marguerite.-tfthart 
•d o e sn’t w orkrA Ai‘e4:)eed-teiAHnf)^etif4he'^ 

BUSTER: What if we lose? I don’t wanna crap out. 

a sock in it. I see-Gafcoming out now. Let’s get ready to rumble. 

Enter Gloria and Cal 

(to wife and Cal) Are you ready? 

CAL: We’ve got everything we need: you two, your lovely wife and yours truly. 

BUSTER: I could do without one of those things. 


ICLEVELANDi Put 


pLEVELANPil So could I. 

CAL and GLORIA: You only think you could. 

CAL: But I’m gonna be your cattle prod, my little alfalfa desperado. I’m going to prod you. I’m 
going to poke you. I’m going to give you a shock you won’t forget. You’re already afraid you’re 
going to like you, aren’t you? 

[CLEVELAND l Quiet you. 

CAL: Someone reign this bruiser in. 

BUSTER: (to Cleveland) No, reign HIM in. 

rCLEVELANDi Enough of this, (to Gloria). Honey, I thought I could make you marry Marguerite 
to me. I still think so. 

GLORIA: To you?! 

icLEVELAND:| To me! To me? Whoopsie-daisy! Obviously, I meant “to him’’. That’s it. I’m on 
the right track now. 
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GLORIA; Ha! You’re as crooked as a Virginia fence. 


(CLEVELAND:| l just want her so bad...for Buster! We’re begging you! 

GLORIA: What do you mean? 

\ CLEVELANDlT bo Buster here a favor in this Marguerite matter. 

GLORIA; I wouldn’t dream of it! 

CJX 

SONG 4: 

“Luck Be a Lady” (from Guys & Dolls) 

(Under the song, the four of them do a dumbshow of a rock-paper-scissors game) 

BUSTER; ! win! I win! 

CAL: You damn i!!iterate, superstitious bog-trotter 
GLORiA: What a surprise, Ca! !ost again! 

BUSTER: !t’s a victory for us pious country fo!k! I fee! like singin’ a Pindalic pepinician. 
|~CLEVELAND: f ii^ou’d better prepare the wedding, my dear Gloria. 

GLORIA: As you say. 

(ci FVFLAND:[ /ou know she’s going all the way down on the Penisula, right to my Farm, far, 
far away from here? 

GLORIA; I know. 

(clEVELANdIg o inside and get the wedding ready, even if you don’t like it. 

GLORIA; Fine. 

jcLEVELANoT^ to Buster) Let’s go inside too: labor to supervise, cake to taste. 

BUSTER: Lead on boss! 

Scene 4 
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CAL: If I hang myself, it’s all for naught. I’ll have to spend my own money on a new rope, just 
to give those bastards a happy ending. 

The boss, how he shimmied and shivered and shook! When that yokel, Buster, won, how he 
pranced and danced and twirled. Whoa! I’!! s!ink back, I hear the doors opening - my 
entourage is here! Watch me derail these railroaders. 


Buster and Cl^eland enter planning the wedding. 

0v\f<r le.V-+ 

BUSTER: Let him come to the farm. I’ll send him back with a spike in him, just like a 
railwayman. 

jCLEVELAND.Tr hat’ll do it. 

CWT 

CAL: I’ll creep in the corner and crouch like a crab. I have to hear what my tormentors are 
saying, the first of them screws me, the other one chews me. Just look at this crook, this 
bog-dwelling, potato stealer, dressed up in his tux and heading for the aisle. I’ll hang myself 
later. Butler’s honour. I’ll send this fucker back up the railways to Reno before I’m done. 

BUSTER: Tonight you’ll pluck your pearl and Gloria will never know. The world’s your oester. 

^LEVELAND:/ Prop 8 be damned. I’m giving you a smooch-o-thanks, my little sweety-pie. 

BUSTER: Listen here, lover boy. Dismount from my derri-rear. 

CAL: By my silk sneezer, they’ll be rolling in the hay by the end of today. That old letch has a 
thing for beards. 

ICLEVELANDj Tonight’s the night for snugglin’ and smugglin’. 

CAL: Smuggling? Brush and boot-black! Now I’m on the right track. He is hot for Marguerite. 
Hoisted on his own petard. 

IcLEVELAND: iG od damn, I want to touch her, kiss her... 

BUSTER: I won’t stand for no primo noGtes: rm the jockey what’s goin’ tame that filly. What’s 
yer rush? 

[CLEVELANdI i love her. 

BUSTER: I don’t think yer have the physical apparations to conduct that there busyness 
today. 
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TcLEVELANdJ I do. And in exchange, you’ll rise a notch or two on my Hoover Tower! 

CAL: I’m going to need to prick my ears up, catch these two porkers in the sack. 

l cLEVELANDi| Mv friend, Collis Popkins, will let me use his house halfway down the hill as a 
Hyde-away. It’s right in the Tender-Nob, a real sweet spot. 

BUSTER: And Mrs. Popkins? 

ICLEVELANdI i smoothed this over. -My wife will invite her to the wedding and she’ll spend 
the night at our house. I’ll see that her husband’s elsewhere. You bring your wife to ‘the farm’ 
(scare quotes, Buster looks confused) - but not really, you bring her to Popkins’. - I’ll schtup 
her all night and then you’ll saddle up and take her down to the farm, before dawn. How’s 
that for a plan? 

BUSTER: Too smart for me, I never know what you railroad magnets are yappin’ about. 

CAL: Carry on with your schemes; you’ll land yourselves in trouble for this. 

I 

|CLEVFI. and] Alright, what do vou do next? 

BUSTER: Yes, sir!... No, sir! Some explanerations would be benefactual. 

[CLEV ELAND: llake my money-bag and run and buy the wedding banquet. I want a nice 
finger buffet: little appetisers to pop in one’s mouth, treats and sweet-meats for my sweet. 

BUSTER: Err ok. 

'[C^VELA^ Buy crudites... 

CAL: It’s crude. I’d say! 

BUSTER: Do you want any tongue? 

jCLEVELAND: J What’s the point, when there’s a wife back home. There’s enough tongue on 
her, she never shuts up. 

[BUSTER & CLEVELAND: | Hahahaha. Women do talk a lot. 

1cLEVELAND :[Alright. scoot. Q h- and - ne eheap^oystefSrT dort’t want-to shit the bed: I still 
need to arrange things with Popkins so that he can take care of business. 

BUSTER: So er who’s buying the groceries? 
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\CLEVELAND: V oul I've told you already. Scram! 
Exit Cleveland and Buster ^ 


CAL: All the stock in the west couldn’t keep me quiet on this one/ T - h i o i s -tn o i do p-tfacHrrgr-it^ 
cl®af-as-daykBut I have a cunning plan and if ma’am plays her part, we’ll come out on top. I’ll 
run rings round these railroaders, I’ll vanquish the victors. Cleveland will get his just desserts. 
Spotted dick’s on the menu tonight! ...ugh. 


Act III 



Scene 5 


j CLEVELAND? ! Now I’ll know if your capitalist spirit is still with you Collis. The engagement is 
engaged, the signifier signified! (looks lovesick) 


COLLIS; You’re the most lovesick man I’ve ever seen. 

|CLEVELAND: |'ls the house empty? 

COLLIS: It’s as empty as a cashed-out claim; I sent my butler and all the servants over to 
your house an hour ago. 


iCLEVELAND:l You’re so cleverly clever. And, Collis, we are going to have a feast tonight! 
Cleveland exits. Gloria has been watching from the other end of the stage. 


Cor 


GLORIA: So that’s why my husband wanted me to hurry up and invite Collis’ wife over here - 
he’s going to use their empty house as his little love-nest. BuH6€k4>erel Here oomesTfTe 
•pHtet^-e^-City : l la l h hi ms el f, t h ersteward Ufthe people of CailforniarTn y dear fr i end an ck, 
%wAigbbQ ur - yv/hn’g t-n k-inHIy hnm m as flnphnii<;p W hy hft’s not even 

worth the price oTa-two-bit-Tenderloin dinner.' 


COLLIS: Coco’s been waiting inside for ages, now. I’m amazed that Gloria still hasn’t asked 
her next door. Cleveland said... But look! There she is now. Finally! Hello, Gloria. 


GLORIA: Howdy Collis, how’s your wife? 

COLLIS: Very excited to see you. That kind and considerate husband of yours let us know 
that you might need some help with this wedding, so she cleared her schedule for the whole 
afternoon. I’ll go inside and get her now. 
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GLORIA: Oh no no no. It’s fine, I don’t want to disturb her. 


COLLIS: But she’s as free as a bird. 

GLORIA: I don’t want to be a pest! Once the wedding’s done, though. I’ll be sure to call on 
her. At your house. Bye now, and please give her my best! 

COLLIS: What shall I do now? Alas! That horndog Cleveland has set me up for a right 
tongue-lashing from Coco. I asked her to clear her schedule...promised her services as 
though she were a damned plate-licker~and for the wedding of a ward and a stablehand! 

If I didn’t know any better. I’d say that Gloria’s cottoning on to the old bear’s scheming. On 
the other hand, though...if she were in the know, she’d be raising more hell than drunken 
‘niner on a Saturday morn. Well, looks as though I’ve got my own problems in either case. 
Back inside I go, got to settle the old steamship back in her berth, (exit) 


(gLEV ELAND: / 

[snatch of song professing love for Marguerite] 

Haw! Shuck my shells! The wife’s in front of the house, she ain’t gonna be happy as a clam if 
she heard any of that. But I ain’t scared. I’ll go closer and see if I can butter up that lobster 
tail. [To Gloria] Oh my dearest, how are you? 

GLORIA: I have been waiting for you all day, growing weary as Helios holds up his light and 
ere is nigh to closing upon the great sky. 

CLEVELAND^ v sweetest Jezebel, have all provisions been made? Have you already 
brought the lady who lives yonder to our abode to assist you? 

GLORIA: My darling I am so terribly sorry to have cursed so rudely to you earlier. Please 
allow me to speak in more dulcet tones. I sent one of our servant boys over to invite her but 
then the effort and exertion of such invitational labor made me tired and I just had to be 
reposed for an hour so as not to upset my delicate temperament. After reposing such for an 
hour and when my vital energy had nearly returned I was appalled almost to tears by the 
arrival of a letter by the pony express. After another half of hour of repositude I mustered the 
strength to read this glorious epistle written in so flowing and unique a hand that my eyes 
grew weary and I laid myself down once more because of the strain. 


GLORIA: This is a marvellous mockery. Those pillars of industry are starting to crumble now! 
And here comes my husband. Look at that hang-dog face — you’d almost think him honest. 


Cleveland returns. 
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In sum the letter said as follows: “Ahem, My dear illustrious madam, This unfortunate letter 
writes to you to inform you that my wife, who is and has been invited by you, the most 
distinguished letter reader, has perturbed my sensibilities of late and shan’t be capable of..." 
At this point I grew weary and did nothing again for half an hour. Alas! How this Western 
climate so upsets my aspiring and respiring spirit. I must rest from speech now but I will tell 
you this final word - she is not coming! 



|CLEVELAND:|Mv darlirfe/of the Western palms, though your hair smells sweet and ambrosial 


and your arms are both proportional to your waist but also succulent in their nature there is 
but one quality that you lack which betrays your pedigree as a shopkeeper’s daughter and a 
graduate of the lowly Albany Academy for girls: you aren’t charming enough. 

GLORIA: Alas and such! My dearest and most honored husband, allow me briefly to inform 
you of the matrimonial duties of the fairer sex. It is not the job of virtuous wives, chastened by 
the holy spirit, to charm other men; rather, this is the task of harlots, strumpets, and 
suffragettes. If you want Coco here, you ought to speak to Collis yourself. I shall prepare In 
doors whatever that needs attending to, my dear spouse. 


jcLEVELANPl Then please do make haste. 

GLORIA: Oh, I shall! And ‘tis sweet sorrow to part with you, my love. (Aside). He’s taken the 
bit now. Lover-boy’s in for a most arduous time. 

y Gloria goes in. 

COLLIS: I am stopping in to see whether this lothario of ours has returned from Market 
Street. That drugstore cowboy has humiliated my wife and made me look like a bufoon. But 
look. There he is now, in front of the mansion! I was just on my way to see you, this very 
moment. 

(" CLEVELAND:| And I to you, good sir. Explain yourself, you rusty horse’s shoe. What did I 
entrust you with? What did I ask you for? 


COLLIS: Whatever do you mean? 

I CLEVELAND:| You were supposed to emptify your abode for me and my gal, and you were 
supposed to bring your wife over here to my house. I got a vigorous case of the blue balls 
here, and now I’ll get no relief! 


COLLIS: Oh, put a spike in it! You claimed that your wife would send for mine. However, she 
never did. 


|CLEVELAND:| Fimble famble! 4fee-says51tiaT5H 




: you wouldn’t let her 
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go. 

COLLIS: I ain’t no fimbler-fambler. Gloria told me herself that she didn’t need any assistance 
|CLEVELAND: ^ut Gloria told me to come over and get Coco. 

COLLIS: But I no longer have a shred of care for your fornication needs. 

[CLEVELANPl But my blue balls! 

COLLIS: But my ass. I’m going... 

|CLEVELAND:i But her ass! 

COLLIS: Stop butting in! 

|cLeVELAND:I No! I’ll butter up my Marguerite today. Even if you go to the butcher for a pound 
of ham and three huge rump steaks, you won’t get more butt than me today! 

COLLIS: Button up, or your butt gets a taste of my boot. 

jCLEVELAND:\ Okav. bud. Are you going to send the wife over to me? 

COLLIS: To hell with my wife, with your wife, and your new piece of caboose. [Calming down] 
Alright alright, go play with your trainset; I’ll send the wife over to your place right away. 

iCLEVELAND:t That’s more like it, you ole plate of soup. 

(- Exit Coins Popkins 

ICLEVELAND^ hv is this happening? [Hear noises from house] By the invisible hand of 
Adam Smith, what is it now? 

t=^ Enter Kitty 

KITTY: Oh I am nothing! Nothing! Dead, dead, dead! 

My heart’s stopped, my limbs shake. 

Help me! Save me! Hide me! 

fCLEVELAND.j Why’s she rushed out here, scared out of her wits? Kitty! 

KITTY: O, horrible, horrible, most horrible. 


18 




















|CLEVELANDij What’s with you? 

KITTY: Here’s rue for remembrance. Pray, love, remember. 
rCLEVELANolW hat? Remember what? 

KITTY: A document in madness! 
pLEVELAND:] What do you mean?! 

KITTY: 0 weraday! 

[CLEVELAND:L Weradav yourself! 

KITTY: Such things as I have seen! 

[CLEVELAND:\W hatever it is, say it. Say it fast. 

KITTY: Lights, lights, away, away! 
jSLEVELAND!| Do I really want to know? I need a drink. 

KITTY: Closer, love! Your Marguerite is saying the most outrageous things about that Buster. 
His life is forfeit if they wed, she says (He takes another swig of whiskey) The Winchester— 

I CLEVELANPj fSp// take) What? 

KITTY: The Winchester— 

(cTevelandI what about the winchester? 

KITTY: She’s got it. 

(CLEVELAND:T iorrible, horrible, most horrible! 

KITTY: If you’d heard what she said today— 

g)LEVELAND: l What did she say? 

KITTY: She swore up one side and down the other 
she’d shoot whoever tumbles her tonight. 


( ni F\/Fi_ANn~] khP-ri shoot me? 
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KITTY: Who said anything about you? 


jCLEVELAND:( Pardon me, I meant the ranchhand. 

KITTY: I think we’ve slipped in the rough. 

|CLEVELAND: |[as/c/e] I’m the saddest senex amans on the whole damn comic stage. (Takes 
another swig) 




KITTY: [aside] I’ve pulled the wool over his eyes— 

it’s all a heap of lies. Don’t worry - she’s only mad north-northwest. When the wind is 
southerly, our Marguerite knows a hawk from a handsaw. 

Boss lady and the butler planned the whole thing, 

^ and I was sent to trick him. 


[Back to Cleveiand] You know. Marguerite won’t put the gun down unless the wedding is 
called off. 


‘ |CLEVELAND :IWill she, nill she, she shail be wed today! 
Why shouldn’t I finish what I’ve started, and 
marry her to me? Pardon me, 

“to the ranchhand.” 


KITTY: You’re slipping up a lot. 
tCLEVELAND^: V 3et back inside. Go on now. 

Look, here comes my right hand man.'Ahcl4p6k affalRhe4oo<^h©^s bo<!lgfcrf![ 


Kitty leaves. Buster comes in. 

sP BUSTER: [Spotting Cleveland] Oh ho. Should I not do that fancy walk and fancy talk and 
approach my master as quick as a eight-legged cricket? 

CL^ELA^: Greeks, my^od j^an. 

efuSTEI^Guilty charg^ 


j CLEVELAND:l What is it now? 

BUSTER: You are in love! And I am hungry and thirsty! 
[cLEVELA MPlX whoa ther e, you jumped-up farmhand king of Nob Hill! 
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BUSTER: Faugh! Your words enstink my nostrils. 


fCLEVELANDij What now? 
BUSTER: This now! 




f CLEVELANPlj l’m the boss. 

BUSTER: Whose boss? 
jCLEVELANP /Your boss. 

BUSTER: Am I bossed, then? 

[CLEVELANP^ Yes, by me. 

BUSTER: I thought I was a stockholder now. Remember? Remember? 


[CLEVELAN^ Hold still! [ grabs him ] 
BUSTER: LET GO. 

(CLEVELANP: Vou’re the boss now.. 


BUSTER: That’s good. 

(CLF\/ B ANh? My dearest Buster, friend and partner. 


BUSTER: That’s better. 
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lCLEVELAND :\l’m in your debt, sir. 


BUSTER: Why would I need a worthless debtor? 


(CLEVELANPil what now? I’m dying for Marguerite! How soon can you bring me back to life? 


BUSTER: How soon can you bring me my dinner? 


pLEVELANPl As soon as you get yourselfthe-food inside! 

BUSTER: Inside in a hurry and cook in a flurry! 

I’ll be there in a jiff, 
make sure dinner’s de-lish. 

I want every last dainty piled high on my dish. 

A real tycoon’s feast, 

Real American beast;i| 
xxxxxxf! 

|CLEVELANdJ | suppose I should mention, Kitty says that Marguerite has a Winchester, and 
she’s gunning for us. 


BUSTER: Oh. I know.-Let her play Calamity Jane a while. I know these flighty fillies - they 
never pull the trigger. Just you go on inside. I’ll be right behind. 

pLEVELAND:|B ut I’m scared! You go first... 

BUSTER: I value my life same as yours [Push] After you, I insist. 

^CLEVELAND:/ lf you say so, then I’ll go...with you. 


Act IV 

Scene 6 

IV.i (759-779) - (SONG 6^ 

Cross-dressing song (Dancing Queen) 

GLORIA, KITTY, COCO 

Swing those hips, sway and glide, you’ll make a beautiful bride. 
Be that girl, play your scene, here comes our Marguerite 

All you need is a little blush, 

One whiff of this and he’ll feel a rush, 
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There’s no need to be nervous, darling you’ll be grand, 

We’re gonna catch that man. 

Who will know that you’re a guy? 

When your rump is stuffed and your heels are high. 

With a bit of practice, you’ll have quite the strut. 

Let’s see you work that butt. 

This time the grooms get fucked. 

Here comes our Marguerite, young and sweet. 

But she’s packing heat, 

Marguerite, just the treat, gonna trap that cheat (oh yeah!) 
Swing those hips, sway and glide, now you’re a beautiful bride. 
Be that girl, play your scene, here comes our Marguerite. 




Scene 7 

Cros« rvy 

CLEVELAND: Alone at last! Finally! I’ll take the first, and speak my mind. It’s a fizzing marvel, 
by Venus’ petticoats! When a man is in heat, he needs nothing to eat. Even if he’s starving! 
But, oh oh, here comes the man himself, decked out in his Sunday best -- the man, the 
legend, my fellow-husband! 


BUSTER: Go on there now, fiddler, rosin up your bow and make the streets resound with a 
jubilee! My nuptials are upon me! 

BUSTER ap>dCLEVELAND: [s//?g/nd^ere^mes the^de, all dr^sed irp\fl^ite! 

Where ar^e the groomfe? They’re ip^e w^fing roorr\)/{singing loualy) ' 

CLEVELAND: How are you, my life saver? 

BUSTER: I’m so hungry, by god. I’m beyond saving. 


CLEVELAND: But I, sir, am in love. 


BUSTER: But I don’t give a damn. While you’re feasting on love, my intestines are 
digesterating themselves. 

CLEVELAND: What are they doing in there?? The more I want them to steam ahead, the 
more they put on the damn brakes. 

BUSTER: How ‘bout I strike up the wedding hymn -afatfT and see if that’ll get ‘em going! 
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CLEVELAND: By all meat . ' 'f the tune, for I intend on carrying off all of the 

bride! 



BUSTER and CLEVELAND: [singing] Here comes the bride, all dressed in white! 

Where are the grooms? They’re in the waiting room! 

Why are they there? Because they’re taking fucking forever!! 

CLEVELAND: Well that’s it. I’m done in; I blew a gasket singing that song. And I’m still no 
closer to the blow-job I’d prefer! 

BUSTER: You’re a runaway train, you are.^f 

GLEVELAND: What’s your reasoning?^ 

1} 

BUSTER: There’s not a brakeman on earth could decelmerate you! Your boiler’s rammed to- 
full with coal. 

CLEVELAND: Surely you haven’t been stoking me, have you? 

BUSTER: Holy enginemen above, no sir! But, wait, is that the door creaking? I think they’re 
coming out! 

CLEVELAND: Holy sweet conductor, yes! My train’s a-chugging now. 

Kitty enters with the veiled “Marguerite” o-rd* 

KITTY: Mount up, Buster, saddle this filly and take the reins from us. 

BUSTER: Alright then, hand’er over, I reckon it’s time to break her in. 

7L SONG 7: WEDDING SONG) 

Kitty, in a very incongruous Priest’s dickie, officiates the wedding. Emoeeresdhe-pfiestrsings' 
a^mn^ -overiPe wedding in'dumbs^^ 


Wedding Song (Blurred Lines) 



Co 



KITTYEMCGE (as priest): Dearly beloved, we’re / gathered here today 


For some matrimony / to give the bride away. 
So do you take this man? 

So do you take this bride? 

To have, to hold, and to ride? 
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CLEVbLAND and BUSTEF<: Ok now, Ca! was close, tried to domesticate you 

But you’re an animal, baby, it’s in your nature 

GLORIA, COCO, KITTY: We want to see you tame her, 

And use your brand to claim her, 

We know you’re gonna make her.... 

CAL: You’ll never make rne, I’m a good girl 

BUSTER; I know you want it 


WOMEN; We know you want it 

MEN; We know you want it 


CAL: 


I’m a good girl! 


Now you may kiss her 

I’m gonna kiss her 

Not if you miss her. 

What a sweet sight! 

The way you grab me 
Makes me feel nasty 

Come on get happy . / a , /^<4a.<^4Z 

You’re the hottest bitch in this place! 

[AIIGLORIA, COCO, and KITTY exit but CLEVELAND, BUSTER, and CAL] 

CLEVELAND: Has my wife left now? 

BUSTER: She alit to the salon, don’t get your panties in a bunch. 

CLEVELAND: Huzzah! Free at last, free at last, praise the lord. I’m free at last! My kitten 
mitten, my turtle dove, my dulcet darling. 

BUSTER: Watch it you. Remember, she’s mine. 


KITTYEMCeE: 

BUSTER: 

GLORIA, COCOrKffTY: 
ALL: 

CAL: 

GLORIA: 

ALL: 
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CLEVELAND: I know, I know, but I’m claiming my iusprima noctis rights. It’s droit de Signeur 
time, Buster. 

BUSTER; Juice prime noxious? Draw da senior? Hold this bouquet. 

CLEVELAND: No, I’ll hold this one. Mighty Venus, you done blessed me when you bestowed 
this buxom blossom on me. 

BUSTER: {Fondling C) Oh, what maidenly curves, my little wife. Ow! What in tarnation? 
CLEVELAND: What happened? 

BUSTER: She stomped on my foot like a wild mustang! 

CLEVELAND: Hush you! Her breasts are like silken pillows (fondling CAL). 

BUSTER; Yes! And what a pretty little - nip slip. Ach! Consarnit!? 

CLEVELAND: What’s wrong? 

BUSTER; She pounded me in the chest, it felt more like fisticuffs than the caress of a delicate 
flower. 

CLEVELAND: That’s what happens when you treat her like such a churl! She ain’t no tight 
scratch for me, seeing as I’m a perfect gentleman with her. 

BUSTER; Bah! 

CLEVELAND: What now? 

BUSTER; What a bucking bronco this filly is proving to be! She almost threw me off. 
CLEVELAND; That just means she wants to be mounted. 

BUSTER; Well then, lets get on with this houghmagandy. 

CLEVELAND: Come sweetly, my sweet. 

They leave toward the Popkin house. 
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Act V 


Scene 8 

Enter Gloria, Coco, and Kitty. 

COCO: Now that we’ve seen that most pleasurable hootenanny, let’s go witness these fine 
nuptials. I reckon I’ve never laughed so much, nor do I think I will ever again. Two men, 
getting married! 

ALL: Ridiculous! 

GLORIA: Not even Mark Twain could have come up with a farce more farcical than this. 

Now I want you to take the reins, Kitty, and ridicule whoever comes forth from here. 

KITTY: Shush! The doors-a-creaking. 

Enter BUSTER 

BUSTER: There’s nowhere to run, nowhere to hide, nowhere that I can escape the shame 
that has befaliered upon me! Master and I are knee deep in the muck now, and as laughable 
as two Chinamen sat atop a velocipede. I’m up a new creek now, imbecile that I am. I, who 
never felt shame, feel ashamed now. Lend me your ears while I tell you this tale - you could 
do it at follies, and everyone would laugh. That’s how comedic a mess I made in there. So. I 
lead my blushing bride inside, ready to take her to her first ho-down. It was blacker than a 
coal mine in there, and when the old goat was gone, I said, “Lie down.” I laid her down, 
fluffed her pillows, talked all sweet to her, nice and gentle-like, in order to mine that un-tapped 
ore before the old coot. But I had to take it a bit slow, since-that 40-rod whisky withered my - 
rod: I kept glancing back, in case the old man tried to join in the rodeo. First I pecked her 
sweetly, and not even with my pecker. But she wouldn’t take it and turned her cheek to me, 
and not the cheek I wanted to see. I GREW more eager and jumped on top, since I was 
pulling into the station ahead of schedule - after all, I wanted to be the first to sniff that flower. 
I barred the door so that the old man wouldn’t surprise us. / 

GLORIA: {To KITTY) Go on, find out what happened then. 

KITTY: Pray tell, where’s your wife? 

BUSTER: I’m too ashamed to say. 

KITTY: Just start at the beginning. 
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BUSTER: I’m mortified! 


KITTY: It’s common! Did the train make it into the station or did you have mechanica! 
difficulties? 

BUSTER: I can’t bear to tell the tale! 

KITTY: Just tell us, so that we can learn from your mistakes. 

BUSTER: I don’t know... 

KITTY: Just get on with it. 

BUSTER: Well fine then! After I !ocked the door, I returned to the bed and started to slide my 
hand down her body. I began at her cheek, then transpositioned my hand downward, first to 
her neck, then I lowerified a bit more, and that’s when I felt... 

KITTY: What, her breast? 

BUSTER: Woe betide us, no. 

KITTY: What then? Her rump? 

BUSTER: No, something more elongerated and perilous . It was enormous! I was afraid she 
was carrying the Winchester down there. I started on looking for it, trying to make sure that it 
wouldn’t go off! I got a ho!d of what I thunk was the barrel, but it couldn’t have been...too 
warm to be good, old fashioned, American-made steel. 

KITTY: Was it a prickly pear? 

BUSTER: Nope 

KITTY: A cucumber and two radishes? 

BUSTER: I don’t know, but it wasn’t any vegetable. Whatever it was, nothing had ever 
blighered it - it was so well grown! 

KITTY: Goon. 

BUSTER: I tried to sew my seed. ButTsaidr“Margueriterplease,'my beauteous bride, why do 
you shun me? Is it because I desire you so that you-won’t yield to my touch?” She stayed 
quiet and covered herself, hiding her sweet womanhood from me. Seeing as the front door 
was barricaded tight, I asked if I could come in through the rear. I flippered her over and tried 
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to hold her down with my elbows. I rose for my grand entrance and she bucked me off like a 
bronco. Off the bed I tumble, headfirst, and she’s on me, pummeling my face. I ran out of the 
room as swift and silent as a polecat...the old man didn’t see me, and now I reckon he’ll be 
drinking from the same trough. 


GLORIA: As well he should be. Now didn’t we lead you a merry dance? 


BUSTER: Yes, ma’am, and well-deserved it were. Wait, what was that sound, she isn’t 
following me, is she? 



CLEVELAND enters 


CLEVELAND: It burnsi It burns! (Pause) My shame burns! What will I tell my wife? How 
can I look her in the eye? My manhood... My PRIDE is destroyed! All my misdeeds are 
hanging out. I’m as good as dead. How can I possibly explain THIS to my wife. Forced out, 
and naked as a jaybird! - Myw ife- has cottonod-en, aft e ra ll' ;-and 'no -w ond er- I h av e n ^be e w 
•tht s hoppedHjp-irryegrst It’s probably best for me if I just come clean now. I’ll just bend over 
and take my spanking. Or not - maybe I should skedaddle, li ko Qn"inj i R-runn i ng franrt he 
'shertlT. I’m taking a flogging if I stay, and even though I deserve it. I’m going to hightail it out 
of this town. 


Enter Cal 

CAL: Yoo hoo! Hey cowboy! Stick-em up! 

CLEVELAND: Shit! She, I mean he,-eaw-me! I’ll pretend I didn’t hear her, ah, him! 


CAL: Where are you going you foppish philanderer? Didn’t you want another ride? Come 
back to the boudoir! If you stay out here, you’re finished. If you come back In, I promise I’ll 
take real good care of this stick of yours. 

CLEVELAND: I’m a goner! He’ll club little lion like Hercules! I have to run away! 

GLCRIA: Hello Darling. 

CLEVELAND: Egad, now my wife is here! I’m stuck between a rock and a hard place with no 
recourse to escape. Cn one side. I’ve got a wolf in sheep’s clothing and on the other side, a 
pack of hungry bitches. Cnly this time, the wolf holds the stick. I think I’ll take my chances 
with the bitches. 


CCCC: How are you, two-timer? 

GLCRIA: My dear husband, where are you coming from in this getup? What happened to 
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your walking stick and britches? 

KITTY: He lost them in ftagrante de//cto...fornicating with ‘Marguerite’ here. 

GLEVELAND: I’m done forlfl 

CAL: Lover boy! Come back to bed with your Marguerite! 

CLEVELAND: Go drown yourself in the bay. 

CAL: Don’t you love me? 

GLORIA: Tell it to me true, what happened to your britches? 

CLEVELAND: Opium fiends! 

GLORIA: Opium fiends? 

CLEVELAND: Opium fiends. 

COCO: He’s jibber-jabbering. Everyone knows that the city’s been awaiting a shipment for 
months and is drier than the Mohave. 

CLEVELAND: Curses, she’s right! But still... opium fiends! 

GLORIA: Seriously, opium fiends? It’s simply not possible. You’re quaking in your boots - 
you must be afraid. 

CLEVELAND: Me? Impossible. 

GLORIA: Well, you look sickly and pale, oh I hope it’s not the syphilus. Do you take me for a 
fool? Congratulations, you pathetic old coot. Here is your darling Marguerite-0. 

Unveils Cal - Cleveland stunned. 

BUSTER: I won’t responsibilitate for this. This buffoon’s lustifying antics entangled me in a 
shameful plot. 

CLEVELAND: Shut your sauce-box, will you? 

BUSTER: I will not! You begged me to wed Marguerite so that you could do all the bedding. 
CLEVELAND: Surely I would never! 
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BUSTER: No, it was Hector of Troy, Tamer of Horses, greatest swordsman of the Trojans. 
GLORIA: He can read? 

CLEVELAND: He wouldn’t abide such misehiefr You don't think I did these things to you, do 
you? 

GLORIA: You even have to ask? 

CLEVELAND: If I did them, I did wrong.1f 

GLORIA: If you donT remember, I’m happy to refresh your memory.^ 

CLEVELAND: No, that’s quite unnecessary. Beloved wife, I beseech you, grant me 
forgiveness! Coco, please ask Gloria for her forgiveness. My love, if I ever mount Marguerite 
again -- hell, if I so much as try to - you can chain me up and spank me with rods. 

COCO: You should accede to his wishes and grant him clemency. 

GLORIA: I’ll submit to this request. Now, don’t think I’m making this here promise for your 
benefit. I’ll acquiesce for their sakes, since this tale has gone on for too long. 

CLEVELAND: You’re not angry? 

GLORIA: No, not angry. 

CLEVELAND: And I can hold you to your word? 

GLORIA: You may. 

CLEVELAND: There’s no man in the Bay with a more forgiving wife than I! 

GLORIA: Go on now, give him back his walking stick and britches. 

CAL: Take them if you wish. I’ve gotten the short end of the stick - I married two men, but 
neither allowed me to perform my wifely duty. 

V.v n012-18) - SONG 8 - Big Closing Number - EVERYBODY SINGS! 


ALL {sung): 

This show’s been going on forever. 
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But now our revel's near its end. 

Get up and put your hands together, 

Come on applaud us like a friend. 

{short dance break) 

WOMEN {sung)-. 

We guarantee a happy ending, 

To every clapper in the crowd. 

MEN (sung): 

So IF YOU WANT THE SAPPY WEDDING, 

Come on applaud us long and loud. 

{dance break. Spoken:) 

GLORIA; You know, it’s high time Marguerite was married. It’s eighteen years to the day since 
we found her in that train station. 

COLLIS: In a train station? 

COCO: Eighteen years ago today? 

GLORIA: Yes, that’s right. 

COLLIS: Oh my god! 

COCO: Marguerite isn’t Marguerite, she’s our long lost daughter Casina! 

ALL: Oh, Casina! 

GLORIA: You mean she’s wealthy!? Marguerite! Come out! We hid her in the audience. There 
she is! 

{The unsuspecting Marguerite is pulled out of the audience) 

COCO: My darling! 



CLbviliLA'myjBut if she’s their daughter... 


GLORIA: She can marry Junior after all! 


KITTY: Look, Cleveland Junior is back from his travels as well! 
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{The unsuspecting Cleveland Junior is pulled out of the audience) 


GLORIA: We should hold the wedding right now! 
{Everyone gets into position) 

KITTYEMCEE: Do you, Cleveland Junior— 
GLORIA: He said “I do,” I heard it! 
KITTYEMCEE: And do you. Marguerite— 
COCO: She said it too, oh happy days! 
CLEVELAND: Come on everyone, let’s dance! 
{They dance, while singing:) 

ALL: 

Come on applaud us 
Come on applaud us 
Come on for Plautus! 

Come on applaud us long and loud! 
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